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Counterparts 


Author's Notes: 
This story is set in the recent past, while Alex and Ged were in Los Angeles for the mixing of the Clockwork 
Angels album. 


It's almost four o'clock in the morning, and Ged's still not asleep. He just keeps pacing back and forth in my 
hotel suite, stopping every now and again to look out the window at the skyline of Los Angeles or to refill his 
glass from the bottle of scotch on the coffee table. Andrew's dead, and we're _all_ hurting and in shock 
(especially Neil, who was even closer to him than Geddy and | were), but, because of things that happened 
decades ago and things that happened before he was even born, Geddy has a tough time dealing with death. 
He'd feel better if he would just open up and let his feelings out, but, well, he's not great at that, either. And 
so he doesn't sleep, and he doesn't eat, and he paces and drinks too much and closes in on himself. He's kind of 


hard to love when he gets like this, but for some reason, it makes me love him even more. 
"Come to bed, Dirk." 


"'m not tired, Alex." 


"Who said anything about sleeping? | just don't want to pay for the wear and tear you're putting on the 


carpet!" 


He rolls his eyes at my stupid joke, but he sets his glass on the nightstand and lays down with his back to me. 
| don't waste any time moving over to hold him. We've slept like this, pressed belly-to-back, more times than | 
can count, but each time still feels like a gift. The kids and the girls are flying in later today for the funeral, 
so this is the last night we'll have together for a while. 


| press my face into his hair and breathe deeply. | love the way he smells, like heat and wood and cinnamon, 
tonight underlaced by the aroma of very high-quality booze. We're both stripped down to our underwear, and 
his body's warm against mine. We're not getting any younger, and our sex life isn't the blazing inferno it once 
was (even Geddy's libido has dampened a bit -- he wants to get it on every other day or so instead of well, 
constantly, like when we were in our twenties), but the feeling of his flesh against mine is impossible to ignore, 
and soon I'm hard and throbbing against him. 


"I'm sorry, Ged, | --" 
"Don't apologize, Alex. It's nice to know that you still find me attractive." 


I'm about to say something smartass about how, no, | think he's repulsive, which is why | slammed him up 
against the shower wall and fucked him three days ago, but I'm afraid he'd believe it. He's feeling depressed 
and anxious and dozens of other things | can't even imagine, and probably doesn't really want or need a comedy 
routine right now. | want to comfort him and show him how much | love him, and there's only one way | can 


think of to do that. 


| brush his hair back. (Hair! Some guys have all the luck.) | kiss a spot behind his ear, and he sighs, but 
doesn't give me any other encouragement. | move to kissing and nibbling along the outer rim of his ear, then 
along his jawline and down his neck, paying particular attention to where his pulse is now pounding. He might be 
trying to act indifferent, but his breathing tells me otherwise. Still, though, | don't want to go any further than 


he wants me to. 

"Does that feel good, Love?" 

"Yeah" He couldn't sound more miserable if he tried. 

"We don't have to do anything, you know. We could just cuddle" 

"Whatever. Do what you want" 

Now, if | were a -good_ boyfriend, | would just stop, but he's still pressed tight against me, and, well. Besides, 


I'm not entirely certain that he doesn't want me, too. | turn my focus back to kissing his neck, while | run my 


hand over his shoulder and arm. | bring my arm around to his front, and stop for just a moment to rest my 


palm against his abdomen. He tenses, and | can feel the muscles quiver just below his skin. | take it as an 


encouraging sign, and continue my downward progress. 


l'm right. As | reach the front of his boxer shorts, | know for sure that he's just as turned-on as | am. He 
breathes in sharply as | slide my hands underneath the waistband and grip him tightly. He moans, and | begin 
to stroke him slowly and firmly. 


| keep that up until | can't stand it anymore, then release him for just long enough to pull down his underwear 
and mine and to grab the lube off of the nightstand. (| _definitely_ need to remember to stash that 
somewhere safe before the wife gets in to town) | lube up and get back into the same position. It's a little 


awkward, but | don't want to lose our close contact. | love feeling him against my whole body. 


"Ready, Baby?" He nods, and | ease into him. It still feels as incredible as the first time we made love; in fact, it 
keeps getting better and better. | take a moment to get some semblance of control over myself, then reach 
back around him and begin stroking him again. | time my thrusts to the strokes, and soon it's as if the world 
has disappeared, and there's nothing but him and me and our breathing and soul-deep pleasure. I'm trying to go 
slowly, but I'm close, and every movement pushes me closer to the edge. | want to wait for him, though. | grip 
him tighter and thrust harder, wrapping my leg around his for better leverage. He's panting hard now, his hand 
on my hip, fingertips digging into me, little sounds escaping his lips. | don't think | can hold back any more, and | 
speed up my motions as fast as | can His scream fills the air and the sticky warmth of his climax covers my 
hand, and | see stars as | burst inside of him. | hear my voice crying "| love you, oh god, | love you" as | clutch 


him close to me and we ride out the wave of our shared orgasm. 


It takes me a moment to come back to myself, but when | do, | realize that he's trembling, and not in the 


usual, just-had-mind-blowing-sex way -- he's holding back wracking sobs. 

"Hey, hey, c'mon. It wasn't _that_ bad, now was it?" 

He shakes his head. 

"Well, what's the matter, then? You could give a guy a complex." 

His voice is thick and raspy when he answers. "Just... Just don't die on me, okay, Alex? | need you." 


| smile and kiss the back of his head. "Oh, is that all? Well, you don't have to worry about that. You can't get 


rid of me that easy. You're going to have to put up with me for a _very_ long time" 


He sniffles and nods, whispers "| hope so," then pulls up the covers and curls up like a cat. | set the alarm 
(God, why do they have to be flying in so _early_?), turn off the light, and mold my body to his contours. | 
don't have plans to die any time soon, but when it _is_ my time, | hope it's like this.. Lying snug in bed, 
listening to my true love breathe, the lights of a city twinkling through the window at me like my own private 


constellation. 


